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And MvtwtagHc our Top-Mag: what of him ? 
Our flatfght'r ed friends, the Tackles : what of thefe? 
Why is not Oxford herc 3 another Anchor ? 
And Sotmrfct* another goodly Mart ? 
The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings? 
And though vnskilfulljwhy notAfafand I, 
For once sllowd the skilfull Pilots Charge? 
W e will not from the H eImc,to fit and weepe, 
But keepc our Courfe (though the rough Winde fay no) 
From Shelues and Rocks.that threaten vs with Wrack* 
As good co chide the Waucs^as fpeake them faire. 
And what is^^r^btjea ruthleffe Sea?. 
What cUrmcc^wi a Quick-fandof Deceit ? 
And Tfychard, but a raged fatall Rocke ? 
All thefcjtbe Enemies to our poore Barke. 
Say you can fwim,alas 'tis but a while : 

j Tread on the Sand a why there you quickly finke, 
BeSridc the Rock 3 thc Tydewill wafli you off, 
Or elfe you famifh, that's a three-fold Death. 
This fpeake I (Lords) to let you vnderftand, 
If cafe feme one of you would flye from vs, 
That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More then with rmhleflc Waucs^with Sands and Rocks, 
Why courage then^what cannot beauoided, 
Twere childifli weakencfie to Iamen^or feare. 

Prince. Me thinkes a Woman of th<s valiant Spirir p 
Should^if a Coward heard her fpeake thefe woids, 
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimitie^ 
And make him 3 naked, foyle a. man ac Armes, 
I fpeake not this, as doubting any here : 
For did I but fufpeft a rearefull man. 
Hi? lhould haue Icaue to goe away berime J, 
Lcaft in our need he might infc£r another, 
And make him of like fpirit tohimfelfc. 

Tf any inch be hcrc,as God forbid, 

Let himdepart,before weneedehis belpe. 

Oxfi, Women and Children of fo high a courage, 
And Warriors faint^why 'twere perpetuall fhamc, 

Q}\ braue young Prince : thy famous Grandfather 

Doth liue againe in thee ; long may'ft thou Hue, 

To beare his Image,and renew his Glories* 

j Som, And he chat will not fight for fuch a hope, 

Goe home to Bed,and like the Owlc by day. 

If he anfe,be mock'd and wondred at. 

M*b Thankes gentle Samerfet Jwcct Oxford thankes. 
Prince* And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 

elfe. 

Ente r a tJtiejftKgfr, 

Mejf, Prepare you Lordi,for Edward is at hand, 
Readic cd fight: therefore be refolute. 

Qxf* I thought no Icfll" : it is his Policie, 
To hafte thus fafoto finde vs vnprouided. 

Sorn* But hec's deceiu J d,we are in readmeffe# 

Qu* This chearcs my heart,to fee your forwardncfie, 

0*v£Herc pitch our Battailcjhence wc will not budge. 

llQUYijh^nd march. Enter Sdward, Rkbard^ 
Clarence i and Sonldiers* 

£rf#,Braue folio wet s,yonder ftands the thornie Wood, 
Which by the Heauens artiftancc,and your flrength, 
Muft by the Roots be hew'ne vp yet ere Night, 
I need not adde more fuell to your fire, 
JFor wcill wot, y e blazej to burne them out ; 
fciiue figaait to the fight^and to it Lords* 


ofKjngHmty the Sixt 

My tearesgaine-fay : for euery word! fpeaL 
Ye fee I drinke the water of my eye, * 
Therefore no mere but this : Henry your Sou 
Is Prifoner to the Foe.his State vfurp'd, ^'g&e 
His Realm e a flaughte^boufe,his SubkWla' 
His Statute canceird 3 and his Treafute fpent ^ 
And yonder is the Wolfe, that males this few 
You fight in luftice; then in Gods Name L2f 
Be yaliant,and giue fignaii to the fight, * 1 
AUmmJittrm $ Exc%rfi0ns tl r 

F/oftrtfh. Enter Edward^ Richard, Qttee»* rr 

edw. Now here a period of tumahnonsBm i 
Away with Oxfhrd to Hamcs Cafile ft ca ip ht ^ 
For Sdmtrfefyolg with his guiltie Head. 
Goe beare them hcnce,I will oot hearc them f to t 
Oxf. Far my part,He mt trouble thee witLfj 
S*m. Nor I,faut ftoupe withpatiencc to my 

M*t* So part we fadly in this troublouawSi' 
To meet with loy in fweet lerufalem. 

EAr. Is Proclamation madejhat who finds v± j 
Shall haue a high Rewarded he his Life? * ^ 
%tch. It island loc where youthful! Edwrdca^ u 

Enter the Vrinct, 

Edw. Bring forth (hcGallant.Iet vs hearchi m r pci u 
What ? can fo young aThorne begin to prid i 
f^mr^whaL fatisfafiion canft thou make, 
For bearing Armcs,for ftirring vp mySubietV 
And all the trouble thou haft tunul me to ? ' 

Prince* Spcake like a Subie&.prowd ambitious hrk, 
Suppofe i hail am now my Fathers Mouth, 
Re£ignethy Chayre,dnd where I ftand^neclethoo, 
Whil'ft I propofe che fclfc-fame words to thee, 
Which (Tray tor) thou would'ft haue me anfwerto, 
Q*. Ah, that thy Father had bcene fo refold d. 
Rkk Thit you might ftill haue worne the Retcieoat, 
And ne're haue ftolne the Breech frois Lmvafttr. 

Prince. Let ts£fip fable in a Winters Night, 
His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place, 

"Rfcb, By Heaue^Bra^lJe plague ye for that mil 
J£u.. I,thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 
Rich. For Gods fake, take away this Captiuc Scold, 
Nay,take away tbisfcolding Ctooke-backcj 

rather. 

Edw, Peace wilfull Boy, or I will charme your tongue* 
Ciar. VntutorM Lad ,thou art too malapcm 
Prfaw* I know my dutie,you are all vndutifull ; 
Lafctuiousfi/^W,and thou periur'd George^ 
And thou mif-fhapen Dkkg 7 l tell ye all^ 
I am your better.Tray tors as ye are. 
And thou y furp'ft my Fathers right and mine. 
Edw* Take that t thc likenerTe of this Rayler here* 

Rich, Sprawrfi thou ? take that,to end thy agonic 

Rich, faks htm. 
CUr. And ther's for twitting me with periurie* 

Gimjldsbim* 

Jgp. Oh,killmetoo: 

Jtick Marry, and flialL Ofmttkitiri 
Mdw* HoId,*j^r^hold,for we banc dane cooliw*. 

* JUdk Why 
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-g^S^3Tfi«c H«»" fill the World with 

* f£ ? dQth &CC fwownc? Tft meanesforhec 
^"^^excufcraeto thcKing any Brother : 
^ (f9 ' * _„j«n rwt a ferious matter. 


Exit, 


■»r v " - — 

M to London on a ferious matter, 
11 come there, befure tohearefomenewes. 
*% C What? -what/ 
i Tower the Tower. 
n* 0], jtfW/,f*«t 2Mr P eake to thy Mother Boy. 
, ^hottiiotfpeake.'aTraitors, Murders! 
£B,ft £Tfl»bb , d C^r,fhed no blood at all : 
S? «c o& ad > twe werenot worthy Blame, 
Kfouledeed were by, to equall it. 

1 1 j Wen ^ e?rc r P cnd thw fur y on a ChildCi ; L 
K^orfe then Mortherer, that I may name it ? j 

? !; myhe.rc will burft.and if I fpeake, 

T\ I will fpcakc.that fo my heart may burft, 

iJiers and ViUaines, bloudy Catitballes 

Lhaue no children (Butchers) if you had, 
Tk thought ofthece would haue ftirr'd vp remorle^ 
^ ifyoucuer chance to haue a Childc, 
'f 0D kc in his youth to haue him fo cut off, 
Mdeathfinen you haue rid this fweet yongPrince. 
v iyJ * Away with hcr,go beare her hence perforce, 
%T N;iy» neuer beare mehcnce.difpatch me hecrc : 
HcrTiheath thy Sword^lle pardon thee my death: 
What? wilt thou not? Then CUrer.ce do it thou, 
fU> By beaucn,! will not do thee fo much eafe* 
Otl Good Clarence do: fweet QUrence&o thou do it. 
^Did*ft thou not hearc me fwearel would not do it? 
%. I, but thou v left to forfwearcthy fclfe. 
»T\im Sin before, but now *tis Charity:, 
What wilt ^ not? Where is that diucls butcher R<cUrd> 
Hird fauor'd Richard? i2^^,where art thou ? 
Tivoti an not heere; Mart her is thy Almcf-deed ; 
petitioners for Blood, thou ne're ptit'ft backe, 
Ed, Away I fay/I charge ye beare her hence, 
§u t So corae to you,and yours,as to this Prince. 

Exit Jlueene. 

Where's Richard gone, 
(la. To London all Lirpoft,and asl gueiTe^ 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 

&J P He's fodainc if a thing comes in his head- 
Now march wc hence, difcharge the common fort 
WichPay andThankcSjand let's away to London, 
And fee our gentle Queene how well fhe fares, 
By this (I hope) flic hath a Sonne forme. 

Enter Hwry the Jtxt, and Rhbard^ith the Lieutenant 
v en the Walks* 

Rich* Good day, my Lord^what at your Booke fo 
hard? 

Hen, I my good Lord : my Lord I fliould fay rather, 
Tisfmneto flatter, Good was little better : 
'Good Glofter,and good Dcuill, were alike, 
And both prepoftcrous: therefore, not Good Lord- 
Rkh Sirra» leaue vs to our felucs,we muft conferre* 
/few* So 0ies the wreakleffe fhepherd from j Wolfe : 
So dd\ the harmlelfe Sheepe doth yecld his Fleece, 
And next his Throate* vnto the Butchers Knife. 
What Scene ot death hath Roftim now to A&c ? 
Rich* Sufpitionalwayes haunts the guilty minde. 
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The Theefe doth fcare each bulli an Officer, 

Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a b uili? 
With trembling wings mifdotibteth euery bu£b j 
And I the hapleffe Male to one fweet Bird* 
Haue now the fatall Obieft m my eye/ ■ 
Where my poore yong was lim d,was caught ; and kiHU 
Rich* Why what a peeuifli Foole was that of Ciecc, 
That taught his Sonne the office of aEowIe, 
And yet for all his wings, the Foole was drowr>U 

He n* I Dedaim % my poore Boy / tartu y 
Thy Father Mims, chat denude our courfe, 
The Sunne that feared the wings of my fweet Boy . 
Thy Brother £dward 7 znd thy Selfe, the Sea 
WhofeenuiousGulfe did Iwallow vp his life: 
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words^ 
My breft can better brookethy Daggers point, 
Then can my cares that Tragickc Hiftory. 
But wherefore doft thou coniePIs^t for my Life ? 
Rick Think'ft thou I am an Executioner ? 
Hen. A Persecutor I am lure thou 3rc, 
ifinurthcring Innocents be Executing^ 
Why then thou art an Executioner. 

Rtch. Thy Sonlkiird forhisprefumptiom 
Hen. Hadft thou bin kiU'd^hen firft^didft prefiiriie, 
Thou had'il not liu'd to kill a Sonne of mine : 
And thus I prophetic, that many a thoufand, 
Which now miftrufi no par cell of my fcare^ 
And many an old mans fighe, and many a V/iddovves^ 
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-cyc, 
Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, 
Orphans, for their Parents timeles death, 
Shall rue the turn re that euer thou Was't borne* 
The Owle fhrick'd at thy birth, an cuill figne, 
The Night-Cro w cry - de, aboding lucklefle time," 
; Dogs howl^and hiddeous Tempe.fi fhook down Trees? 
The Raucn rook'd her on the Chimnies top, 
And chattering Piesindifmall Difcordsfung : 
Thy Mother felc more then a Mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth leffe then a Mothers hope, 
To wit,an indigcfted and deformed lumpe, 
Not like the fruit offuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had'ft thou in thy headjWhen thou was't borne t 
To fignifie, thou cam'ft to bite the world ; 
And 'ifthereftbe true, which I haue heard, 

Thou cam'ft- — i 

Rich. He hearc no more: 
Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stages hipu 

For this (among ft the reft) was I ordain'd. 

Hen* I,and for milch morefiaughter after this, 
O God forgiuc my iinnes, and pardon thee. Dyes, 

Rich. What? will the aifpiring blood of L^tKafter 
Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted. 
See how my Iword weepesfor the poore Kings death. 

0 may fuch purple teares be alway flicd 

From thofc that wifli the downfall of out houfe* 
If any fparke of Life be yet remaining, 
Downejdownc to helipad fay 1 ftnt thee thither. 

Stabs him again*. 

1 that hafte neythcr pitry,Iouc,nor feare. 
Indeed 'tis true that Henrie told me of : 

i Fori haue often heard my Mother fay t 
I came into the world with roy Legges forward* 
Had I not reafoh (thinkeye)to makehaft^ 
And feeke their Ruine, that vlurp^d ourRight ? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women crVdc 
O lefus bleiTe Ys,he is borne with tcethi 

And 
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